* S to remoue proud Somerfet from the King, 

Seditious to his Grace, and to the State. 

TZac. That is too much prefumption on thy part: 
But if thy Armcs be to no other end. 

The King hath yeeldcd vnto thy demand: 

The Duke ofSomcrfetisin the Tower. 

Torkp. Vpon thineHonor is he Prifoncr ? 

Buck. Vpon mine Honor he is Prifoncr. 

Torke. Then Buckingham I dodifmiflcmy Powres. 
Souldiers, I thankc you all; difperfeyour felues: 

Meet me to moftow in S. Georges Field , 

You (hall haue pay, and euery $ning you wifli. 

And let my Soueraignc, veruious Henry, 

Command my elded fonne, nay all my fonnes. 

As pledges of my Fealtie and Louc, 

He fend them all as willing as I liue: 
Lands.GoodsjHorfe,Armor, any thing I haue 
Is his to ?fe,lo Somerfet may die. 

BuC' Yorke, I commend this kinde fubtniffion, 
Wetvvaine will go into his Highntffle Tent. 

Enter King and Attendants. 

King. Buckingham, doth Yorke intend no liarme to vs 
That thus he marcheth with thee arme in arme ? 

Torke. In all fubmiflion and humility, 

Yorke doth prelent himfelfe vnto your Highncfle. 

K. Then what intend* thefe Forces thou doft bring ? 
Tor. To heaue the Traitor Somerfet from hence,> 

And fight againft that monftrous Rebcll Cade, 

Who fince I heard to be difeomfited. 

Enter I den with Cades head. 

I den, Ifonelo rude, and offo meane condition 
May pafTe into the prefence of a King : 

Loe,Iprefent your Grace a Traitors head. 

The head of Cade, whom I in combat flew. 

King. The head of cWefGreatGod,how iuft art thou ? 
Oh let me view his Vifage being dead, 

Thatliuing wrought me luch exceeding trouble. 

Tell me my Friend, art thou the man that flew him? 
Iden. IWas.an’tlikeyourMaiefty. 

King. How art rhou call’d? And what is thy degree ? 
Iden. Alexander Iden, that'# my name, 

A poore Efiquirc of Kent, that loues his King. 

Bttc. So pleafe it you my Lord, *twere not amifle 
He were created Knight for his good feruice. 

King. Iden, kneeledowne, rife vp a Knight: 

Wc giue thee for reward a thoufand Markes, 

And will, that thou henceforth attend on vs. 

Iden. May Iden liue to merit fuch a bountie. 

And neuer liue but true vnto his Liege. 


Enter Queene and Somerfet. 

K .See Buckingham,Sornerfct comes with ch'Queenc, 
Go bid her hide him cuicklyfrom the Duke. 

For thoufand Yorkes he (hall not hide his head, 
But boldly ftar.d, and front him to his face. 

Tor. How now? is Somerfet at libertie ? 

Then Yorke vnloofe thy long imprifoned thoughts. 

And let thy tongue be cquall with thy heart. 

Shall I endure the fight of Somerfet ? 

Falfe King, why haft thou broken faith with me. 
Knowing how hardly 1 can brooke abufc ? 
iKing did I call thee? No: thou art not King: 

Not fit to gouerne and rule multitudes. 

Which dar‘ftooc,no nor csnft not rule a Traitor. 
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That Head of thine doth not bwc^Tr—~— 

Thy Hand is made to graspe a Palmers iw"* : " 
And not to grace an awefull Princefv S 8tte ’ 

That Gold, muft round engirt thefe Lr^ tCr ' 
Whofc Smile and Frownc, like to *&££****> 

I s able with the change, to kill and cute Speare 
Heere is a hand to hold a Scepter vp ' ‘ n " ' • 

And with the lame to a<fte controlling La«, 

Giue place: by hcauen thou (halt rule nn^ 5 
O’re him, whom heauen created for thvR T rc 
Som. O monftrous Traitor! I arrefttk, v 
Of Capitall Treafon ’gainft the King and C Y ° rIte 
Obey audacious Traitor, kncele for Grar» 0VVnc! 
Torkj Wold’ft haue me kneclc?Firft Ire m i 

If they can brooke I bow a knee to man: C a * icof 'thee l 

Sirrah, call in my fonne to be my bale 
I know ere they.will haue me go to Ward 
They'l pawne their 1 words of my infranchifem 
3S- ™ Either Clifford, bid him comet?’ 

To lay, if that the Baftard boyes of Yorke mainc ’ 
Shall be the Surety for their Traitor Father. 

Torke. O blood-befpottedNeopolitan * 

Out-caft of Naples, Englands bloody Scourge 
I he mnnes ot Yorke thy betters in their birth 
shall be their Fathers baile, and banc to thofe 
That for my Surety will refufc the Boyes. 

Enter Edward and Richard 
See where they come, lie warrant they’l make it 

Enter Cl,ford. 6 °° d( 

£u. And here comes Clifford to deny their baile. 
CUf. Health,and all happmefle to my Lord the ft, 
a ,-.i .b»kcj,« afford-. Say> „h«L w “; h ** 
Nay, do not ti iglu vs with an angry looke : M 

We are thy Souerai gne Clifford, kneelc agajne • 

For thy miftakingfo, We pardon thee. • 

Clif. This is my King Yorke, I do not miftake, 

But thou miftakes me much to thioke I do, 
i o Bedlcm with him, is the man growne mad. 

King. I Clifford, a Bedlcm and ambitious humor 
Make* him oppofe himfelfe againft hi* King. 

Clif He is a Traitor, let him to the Tower, 

And chop away that fiitftious pate of his. 

Qu. He is atrefted, but will not obey: 

His fonnes (he fayes)fhall giue their words for him. 
Tor. Will you not Sonnes? 

Edw. ] Noble Father, ifour words will ferur. 

Rich. And if words will not, then our Weapons dial, 
Clif, Why what a brood of Traitors haue weheerc? 
Torke. Looke in aGlafle, and call thy Imagefo, 

I am thy King, and thou a falfe-heart Traitor: 

Call hither to the ftakemy .two braueBeares, 

That with the very fhaking of their Chaincs, 

They may aftonifh thefe fell-lurking Curi es, 

Bid Salsbury and Warwicke come to me. 


Snter the Earles of W'arwicke, and 
Salisbury. 

C'lif .Are thefe thy Be ares? Wee’I bate thy Bears to death, 
And manacle the Berard in their Chaines, 

1 f thou dar*ft bring them to the bayting place. 

Tjch. Oft haue I feene a hot ore-weening Curre, 

F un backe and bite, becauie he was with-held, 

Who being fuffer’d with the Beares fell paw. 

Hath clapt his taile, betweene his legges and cride. 
And fuch a peecc of feruice will you do,i 


Thefecond Tart of.Henry the Sixt . 




nnoic fel ue s to match Lord Warwicke. 
lf ^r 0| Hence y hcapc of wrath, foule indigefted lumpe, 
Cl tvcd in thy manners, as thy fliape. 

A 5 cr0 T[ aV wc (hall heate you thorowly anon, 
g. 7 a y ke heedc lcaft by your heate you burne your 

fel uCS: . V i lV Warwicke, hath thy knee forgot to bow? 

u fhame to thy filuer haire, 

0* JS3 s * n ,ifleader of thy brain-ficke fomie, 

Th t 0U Tvilt thou on thy death-bed play the Ruffian? 
W !feeke for forrow with thy Spedadcs? 

A u J ‘here is Faith ?Oh, where is Loyalty ? 

? bebwifot from the froftiehedd, 

P ! c /r_oil it findc a harbour in the cafth f 
Siugodiggea grace to findc out VVarre 
f \ fhamethine honourable Age with blood ? 

Swart thou old, and want’d experience? 

nr wherefore doeft abufc it, if thou haft it? 

Par (haute in dutie bend thy knee to me. 

That bowes vnto the graue with mickle age. 

Sa L My Lord, I haue confidered with my ielie 
ThcTitlcofthis moft renowned Duke, 

And in my conference, do repute his grace 
The ri^httuli heyre to Englands Roy all icate. 

Kt %r, Hall thou not fworne Allcgeance vnto me? 

A'fcanft thou difpenfc with heauen for fuch an oath ? 
Sal. h is great finne ? to fv/eare vnto a finne : 

But greater finne to taepe a finfull oath: 

Who can be bound by any folemnc Vow 
Todoamurd’rous deede, to rob a man, 

To force a fpotlefle Virgins Chaflitie, 

Toreaue the Orphan ofhispatrimome. 

To wring the Widdow from her cuftom’d right, 

And haue no other reafon for this wrong, 

But that he was bound by a folcmneOath? 

A fubtle Traitor needs no Sophiher. 
ting. Call Buckingham,and bid him arme himfelfe. 
Yorke , Cal! Buckingham,and all the friends thou had, 
Iamrefolu’d for death and dignitic. 

OliChf. The firft I warrant thee,if dreames prouc true 
War. You were bell to go to bed,and dreame againe, 
Tokcepe thee from the Tempcft of the field. 

OldClif. I am lefolu’d to beare a greater (lormc, 

Then any thou csnft coniure vp to day : 

And that lie write vpon thy Burgonet, 

Might! but know thee by thy houfed Badge* 

War. Now by my Fathers badge > old Neuifs Crcft, 

The rampant Beare chait^d to the ragged ilaffe. 

This day lie weare aloft my Burgonet, 

As on a Mountaine top, the Cedar (lie wes. 

That keepes his leaucs infpight of any ftorme, 

Eucnioaffright thee with the view thereof. 

OldChf. And from thy Burgonet lie rend thy Beare, 
And tread it vndcr foot with all contempt, 

Defpight the Bcarard, that protects the Beare. 

Yo.Cltf. And fo to Armcs vi&orious Father, 

To quell the Rebels, and their Complices* 

Rich, Fie, Charitie for flume,fpeake not in fpight, 
r or you (hall fup with Iefu Chfift to night* 

To Clif. Foule ftygmaticke that *s more then thou 
canft tell* 

Ric, Ifnot in heauen,you’l furely fup in hell. Exeunt 
Enter Warwicke, 

lf/ ar, Clifford of Cumberland, 'tis Warwicke callcs: 
And if chou doft not hide thee from the Beare, 


Now when the angrie Trumpet founds alarum, 

And dead mens cries do fill the emptic ayre, 

Clifford I fay, come forth and fight with me, 

Proud Northerne Lord,Clifford of Cumberland, 
Warwicke is hoarfc with calling chcc to armes. 

Enter Torke. 

ITar. How now my Noble Lord? What all a-foot 

Tor. The deadly handed Clifford flew my Steed : 

But match to match I haue encountrcd him. 

And made a prey for Carrion Kyces and Crowes 
Eucn of the bonnie beaft he loued lo well* 

Enter Clifford, 

War, Of one or both of vs the time is come. 

Tor . Hold Warwick: feck thee out lome other chace 
For I my felfe muft hunt this Deere to death* 

War. Then nobly Yorke/tis for a Crown thou fightft; 
As I intend Clifford to thriue to day, 

It grceucs my foule to leaue thcee vnaffail’d* Exit War. 

‘Clif\ What feeft thou in me Yorke? 

Why doft thou paufc ? 

Torke . With thy braue bearing fhould I be in loue. 
But that thou art fo faft mine enemie. 

Cltf. Nor flhould thy proweffe want praife & efteeme, 
But that Vis flicwncignobly^nd in Treafon. 

Torke, So let it helpe me now againft thy fword, 

As I in iufticc, and true right exprelfe it. 

Clif. My foule and bodie on the a&ion both. 

Tor * A dreadfull lay, addreffe thee inftantly. 

(fhf. La fin Cor rone les cumenes. 

Tor . Thus Warre hath giuen thee peace,for f art dill. 
Peace with his foule, heauen if it be thy will* 

Enterjong Clifford. 

Cltf, Shame and Confuhon all is on the roue, 

Feare frames diforder, and dilorder wounds 
Where it fhould guard. O Warre, thou fonne of hell, 
Whom angry heauens do make their miniftcr. 

Throw in the frozen bofomes of our part. 

Hot Coales of Vengeance. Let no Souldicr flye. 

He that is truly dedicate to Warre, 

Hath no felfe-loue : nor he that loues himfelfe. 

Hath not effentially, but by circumftance 
The name of Valour. O let the vile world end. 

And the premifed Flames of the Laft day. 

Knit earth and heauen together. 

Now let the generall Trumpet blow his blaft. 

Particularities, and pettic founds 

To ceafe. Was't thou ordain’d (decreFather) 

To loofe thy youth in peace, and to atchecuc 
The Siluer Liuery ofaduifed Age, 

And in thy Reuerence, and thy Chairc-dayes, thus 
To die in Ruffian battell ?Euenat this fight. 

My heart is turn’d to ftone: and while ’cis mine. 

It fhall be ftony. Yorke, not our old men fparcs: 

No more will I their Babes,Tearcs Virginal!, 

Shall be to mc,euen as the Dew to Fire, 

And Beautie, that the Tyrant oftreclaimes, 

Shall to my flaming wrath, be Oyle and Flax: 
Henceforth, I will not haue to do with pitty. 

Meet I an infant of thohoufe of Yorke, 

Into as many gobbics will I cut it 
As wilde UWedea yong Abfirtis did. 

In cruelty, will I feekeouemy Fame. 

Come thou new ruine of oldc Cliffords houfc $ 

As did %/Eneas old Anchjfes beare. 

So beare I thee vpon my manly fhouldcrs: 

But then, *y£neas bare a lining loadc; 

o 3 Nothing 




































































